HITLER   AND   I

muscles of steel, the other thinner and more delicate,
but with a bronzed face stamped with courage and
resolution.

'Well, we shall see to-morrow/ Gregor philosophi-
cally remarked.

'Good luck!' replied Hofler, shaking hands with
him.

The police cars started off again in a trail of dust,
and the lorries full of stormtroopers pursued their way
more sedately behind them.

This nocturnal encounter was the first comic scene
in a farce which has often been described to me by
Gregor and my brother-in-law.

clt was a dress rehearsal/ Gregor assured me in his
description of the events of May i, and when I told
him that in my opinion the principal actor. Hitler,
ought to have been hissed from the stage, he shrugged
his shoulders, as though to say 'You'll never under-
stand him5.

Gregor continued his way through the night, tor-
mented by the thought that either Hitler was in league
with the Government, and the sckuppos had been sent to
Munich to support the putsch, in which case the revolu-
tion would be more stultified than ever, or the secret
was out, in which case the insurgents, deprived of the
trump card of surprise, would all be under lock and key
that same night.

However, the convoy reached Munich without fur-
ther incident. At the big Munich parade ground of
Qberwiesenfeld the junction of the three paramilitary
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